CHAPTER XXIV

"ONLY AN INCIDENT"

EARLY in December,, 1933, father packed his
bag and proceeded to the Eastern Counties. He
had undertaken an arduous week-end of meetings,
both open-air and indoor. Farmers and farm
labourers were alike entitled to hear the Labour
Party programme and the socialist creed , and the
meetings were worth while whether attended by
dozens or thousands.

Having arrived at Gainsborough and opened a
bazaar, he was on his way to a public meeting when
he slipped and felL He tried to rise, but a broken
thigh prevented him; so he did the next best thing;
he waved his hand to the crowd and shouted, "Don't
bother about me, carry on: this is only an incident.**

So he spent Christmas and New Year's day in
the Manor House Hospital, London. One need
not enquire why he is in a hospital instead of a
nursing home. He is amongst his own people. His
room is just large enough to admit his bed; there
are no chairs, so visitors have to stand, wedged
between the bed and the wall. The hospital is full
of workmen, mechanics and labourers, who have
been injured in industrial accidents of various kinds.
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